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Doreen went inside. It was just as she had
pictured it, only bigger, only grander. The soft
coral pink carpet into which her feet sank, the bed
with its forget-me-not blue hangings, and the view
beyond the windows.

*' It's so lovely," she said.

But there were no mountains. It was queer
that a heart could hunger for mountains, which
she had always felt had hemmed her in and had
cut her off from the world. It was queer that she
could want them so much.

"Tea is on the loggia, when you're ready/'
said Miss Neale.

She went outside and shut the door.

She doesn't like me, thought Doreen, and then
quickly she banished that idea, because it was
crazy to take dislikes and to jump at conclusions.
She brushed her hair and went down the stairs.
Charles was waiting for her in the hall, and they
went through the library on to the loggia.

"What a marvellous room," she said of the
library. The carved ceiling, the walls of books,
and the picture of Charles hanging in its heavy
gilt frame over the fireplace-

" The day I took silk," he said.

" It's a lovely picture of a lovely person."

"You're very flattering. Don't you think any-
body would have been lovely who took you away
from school?"

She shook her head. "I think you are much
nicer than the ordinary lovely person," she said,
and linked her hand affectionately in his arm.

Like that they stepped on to the loggia.

Miss Neale was in charge of the teapot.   It was